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He sees the beauty

Sun hath not looked upon,
And tastes the fountain

Unutterably deep.                               40

Him perfect music

Doth hush unto his rest,
And through the pauses

The perfect silence calms :
Oh, poor the voices                                 45

Of earth from east to west,
And poor earth's stillness

Between her stately palms.

Young Love lies drowsing

Away to poppied death;                     50

Cool shadows deepen

Across the sleeping face:

So fails the summer

With wanns delicious breath;
And what hath autumn                         55

To give us hi its place ?

Draw close the curtains

Of branched evergreen;
Change cannot touch them

With fading fingers sere:                    60

Here first the violets

Perhaps will bud unseen,
And a dove, may be,

Return to nestle here.
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